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1 Doubt not in the leaſt, but ſome will think it 
abſurd to write a Preface to ſo ſmall a 
Piece as this Letter ſhews it ſelf to be: 1 


confeſs they may be ſo far in the right; But 


bowever, I muſt make my jeif underſiood [0 
as to avoid thoſs Cenſures that may other= 
wiſe be thrown upon me for writing it. In 
the firſt Place, it was not Publiſh'd with a 
Deſigu to rival any thing of this Nature 
that went before it: Every Perſon that has read 
Mr. Pope's juſtly admired Piece, are convinced 
that it bas Beauties ſcarce to be imitated, much 
teſs tranſcended. Tis built upon a Story un- 
doubtedly true, the Circumſtances happ ning in 
the twelfth Century and deliver d down to us by 
Authors of reputedYeracity. All that have heard 
them join in Pity to deplore ſo moving a Relation. 
Abelard and Eloiſa by all Accounts were iwo 
af the moſt diſtinguiſh'd Perſons in the Age they 


vd in for natural and refin'd Parts, earl, 


they taſted the forbidden Fruit and as early ſuf - 
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Preface to the Reader. 


fer'd for it. He was pitch'd upon by her Un- 
cle who was an Abbot in France to be her Præ- 
ceptor in Philoſophy ; by which means this un- 
lucky Paſſion firſt took its riſe, that was ta coſt 
them ſo many Tears afterwards. The Liberties 
of an unconfin'd Converſation ſerv'd only to 
blow it higher : Tivo of the moſt beautiful Per- 
ſons in that Age could not behold each other long 
with the Eyes of Inſenſibility; They lov'd and 
indulg d their mutual Wi ifhes, and ene Evening 
when all they thought 7 fe, all private, all 


feemre, the Abbot who had ſuſpecte er a good 
while before, bounc'd into the Room and jerz*d 


them in the very Fact. O whocan gelbe the 
Sur pr ixe in each of their Face, Eloiſa was hur- 
Tied away that Inſtant from his Sight, never to 
behold her more but in a Convent; and the uns 
bangy Abelard was ſoon derived forcibly of the 
Means of ever taſting thoſe Foys again, by the 
bands of Ruffians. Thus aid thoſe faithful Lo- 
ders retire betimes from the Vanities of a trea- 
cherous World, they went to a ſeparate 
Convent and conſecrated the remainder of their 
Days to Religion. Long after this a Letter 
falling by chance into Eloila's Hands, that 
was writ by Abelard zo /ome of bis Friends 
in which he gives them an Account of his 
unheard of Calamities and Afliftions. This 
&waken'd all ber Tenderneſs and occaſion d 
hoſe celebrated Letters which Mr. Pope and 
all the World will ſay, do give the maſt live- 


ty Deſcription of the Struggles of * 
- 
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Virtue and Paſſion. They died after this 
and were buricdia the Manaſtery call'd the 
Paraclete, ia the ſame Toinh or in Monu- 
ments a;cin!ng. 

I have read Mr. Pope's Letter, and do 
think it impoſſible for Fu. urity to produce in 
o Language any thing [otter in its kind 
than that celebrated Hpiſtie. The many 
gloomy Horrors, and mournful Images work'd 
up here and there, and ſoſten'd with his all-ten- 
der Expreſicus, make ut @ {aſter-piece for 
ſucccedi Ages. As I read bin with the 
Pleoſure of an Admirer, ſo I hope I have not 
Wanted care to miiate him. tf i jail, I 
greatly fall, my Ambition leading me to imi- 
tate oe of ihe fineſt Pieces of the kind now 
extant; Nav, if 1 may have leave to fay 
ſo, 1 think it even excels IA. Prior's Henry 
to Emma, which did charm the fineſÞ 
Taſtes Abroad and at Home. How I have 
fludy'd Mr. Pope's Stile, I lenve ts the 
Ladies, whe are much the pri pere ad- 
ges in thoe Aﬀairs, and for whom it 
was chiefly defign'd--- If Ima fo happy as to 
be approv'd of by them, Let the reji of ihe 
World Cenſure as they Pleaſe, 1 ſhall res 
mar [till their bumble Servant, 
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Abelard to Eloiſa. 


ROM Shades as deep, and gloomy 
as the Bow'rs 
Where Eloi/a ſpends her thoughtful 
Hours, 
This melancholy Paper haftes away 
From Abelard far plung'd trom painful 
Day, 
Darkling he mourns the Fate he could not 
ſhun, 
And gricycs to find ſuch faithful Souls un- 
done. | 
Can Eloiſa yet diſturb a Breaſt ? 
Reſign'd torever to eternal Reſt, 
Forbid to harbour any glimpſe of Love 
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But what this Convent dictates from above; 


Yes Virtue bad me write her Name and 
know 
Virtue and Paſſion both will have it ſo. 


* 


Har- 


1 


| HarmoniousName ! ſtill muſical in Grief, 
Dear fav'rite Sound / to footh a ſhorr 
2 Relief, 
How hard it is? Pronounce it, O my 
| Tongue, 
The Balmy Accent thou haſt often wrung, 
W hen happicr Times made Elo;/a kind, 
And melting Wiſhes tun'd us to one Mind. 
Now cloiſter'd up in Solitude ſhe dwells, 
| Trims her pale 133 and wakes to mid- 
2. night Bells, 
Penſive the ſits on the relentleſs Stone, 
Forever muſing, thoughrful, and alone, 
a Where awful Darkneſs aid the fears of 
. Night, , 
ul And the blue Taper caſtsa gloomy Light, 
Where ſol-mn Objects lift the rifing Soul, 
Teem into Thought and actuate the wholez 
al | Where Fancy makes the big Ideas ſtrong, 
Ard Forms imperfect glide away in Song 3 
Such odd Impreſſions will the Mind receive 
When drench'd in Melancholy's ſablo 
Wave. 2 
Moſly and old the ruin'd Dome appears 
Amid the Vale of Miſery and Tears. 
Te ſilent Walks / Yeever-lonely Walls! 
Deaf to a Lover and to Nature's calls, 
YL Ye ſacred Cells! Ye venerable Stones / 
g | Where Abelard in time muſt lay his Bones, 
'Thro' whole dark Cloiſters never wander d 
Where Houlets ſcream the Moments of 
Wh the Night, Long 


— 
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Tong: ſounding Iſles! in which devotion | 


lies 

In Thought conceal'd from all but Hermits 
Eyes : 

Can Love that tender Paſſion enter here? 


Where Phantoms frown, and Angels learn 


to fear, 
O never, never, but in Souls like ours 


Form'd for this End, familiar to Loves 


Pow'rs. - 


And doſt thou Love? Yet burns that fa- 


tal Flame ? 


Or wilt thou ask from whence this Letter 


came? * 
It comes not from the Dead to gain Belief, 


To ſooth thy Woes of mitigate thy Griet, 


No Eloiſa 


From Abelard it comes, a mournful Gueſt, 
That wants a Lodging in a troubled Breaſt, 
It will not hurt thee--- It will Simparhiſe, - 


Fall with thy Boſom, with thy Boſom riſe 
Sad as its Author let it tell its Talc, 1 
And when you hear it pity will prevail. 
When the Seas rage, and wintry Blaſts 
complain, * 
W hen ratling Ezrus blows a Hurricane, 
In midnight Cell I ſtreteh without a Bed, 
Ten thouſand Thoughts revolving in my 
Head, | BL 
One while the Dangers of the ſtormy deep; 


Tho' fate at Land have kept my Eyes from 
Naw | 


Sleep, 


) 


| 


: 


| 
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ww | Now gentle Pity ſteals upon the Mind 
| Jo think of thoſe oppreis'd by Sea and 


[3 
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'n 


Wind, 
Oft have I wonder'd while the Hingescrake 
And Trees around the Monaſtery ſhake, 


What ſweet Temptation or what bolom 
BR - 


Could tempt the Merchant to this kind of 


5 
my | 


epo 


aw 


Lite, 
Now Moralize upon the Shipwreck'd dead 
And view the Emblem of that Life we fled, 
My weary Eye-balls o'er the Ocean Caſt, 
Strain at the Horrors of the watry Watt, 
Sigh to the whiſtling Winds and tune my 
i Woe 
To the hoarſe Murmurs of che Surge below, 
Then from my Soul a Train of Griefs ariſe, 
And * big Tears ſtand trembling in my 
es, 
From Wes to Woe, with wild Diſtract ion 
toſt, 
I mourn my Elo:/a--- ever loſt. 
Why wilt thou then my Eloi/a (ay ? 
& Can'ſt thou forget that lad that ſolemn 
Day? 
Why with fack Doubts upbraid a veſtal 
Flame, 
And think thy Abelard but thine in Name; 


O wert thou here! which crucl Fate denics, 
. To readthatmourntulSottneſs in thoſe Eyes, 


Om | * 
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To ſcarch thoſe Looks and all the Feature? 
trace, 

Ot that once known tho' now much alter'd 
Face, 

Soon wouldit Thou find tho? alter'd in his 
Frame 

The Heart of Abelard was ſtill the ſame, 

Les Thou would ſee it breaking with de- 
ſpair 

And Thou--- not God my Eloiſa there. 

How chang'd thy Abelard? how Wan 

his Looks ? 

Pale with continual turning over Books, 

The Night now ſeems a deeper Black to 
wear, 

And Sound more faintly tingles in my Ear, 

The Day looks dull, tor 'tis no Day to me, 

Depriv'd of all my Soul held dear in thee, 

Reitle(s I Rove--- no Eloiſa here, 

Tochammy Griet,ordrink the falling Tear, 

Huh like a Child my beating Heart to reſt, 

And lu me on the Pillow of her Breaſt. 

No! far trom hence ſad Eloi/a walks, 

With mimickGriet to ſportiveEccho talks, 

In conſecrated Shades forgets her Bloom, | 

And flics the Palace tor the kinder Tomb, 

Pleas'd with the gloomy Horror of thePlace, 

A charming Sadneſs fits upon her Face, 

She eyes the Walls intent upon her Fate, 

And imooths the ruggedRocks of Paraclete: 

Methinks I ſee the beauteous Mourner grow 

In love with Grict, tranſported with ber 


Woe, and 


an 
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Her Steps ſhe counts, her bended Head re- 
clin'd 

Shews her diſtemper'd Sympathy of Mind. 

Full ot her{elf, in ſolemn Pace the moves, 

Buried in thought thro' ſolitary Groves.--- 

Now Paradiſe aſcends bencath her Feet, 

Fields ever freſh, and Flow'rs for ever tweet, 

Angels deſcend, Divine Cecilia ſings, 

AndSeraphs fan her with their ſilken Wings, 

She dies away in {weet oblivious Thought; 

And even her Abelard--- is now forgot. 

Ah no! She wakes, again ſhe ſighs, ſhe 
mourns, 

And the ſame Round of endleſs Grief re- 
turns, 

From her fine Eyes the big round Drops deſ- 
cend, 

Form'd by thoſe Suns in wat' ry Diamonds 
end, 

With fragrant Dew inrich the ſacred 
Ground, | 

Perfume her Robe and wet the Fane around. 

Oh Eloiſa Thou eternal Charm! 


' Soft as thy ſelf, and as thy Perſon warm, 


Tis thine to come to Abelard by riglit 
To ſooth his Ravings, and diſpel the Night, 
W hifper thy World of Cordials to his Mind, 
Bur Eloiſa is no longer kind. 
No longer the kind Goddeſs of thoſe Hours 
That danc'd away in ſoft Lutetian Bow' rs: 
Ah fatal Congreis! tragically ſweet! 
When Days were Hours at Eloiſa's Feet, 

B 2 Theſe 
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Theic Times were once---but now no more 
in Love, 
Charge Abelard this Heaven for that above. 
VV ould Heaven content! we ſhould to- 
gerher be 
To ſigh in Conſort, grieve in Harmony, 
Then ſhould thy Eyes all-red my Paſſions 
move, 


Teach mine to weep, as once they taught 
o love, 


Then ſhould we learn that ſad, that moving 
ir, 

More eloquent than Words to tell our fond 
delpair, 

Then Glutron-like, devour each others 
Griet, 

Noenvious Witneſs by to lend Relief, 

There claſp, indulge, in Luxury of Woe, 

Ii Face to Face inanimate we grow. 

Deluſive Thought! oh Vanity in me! 

To wiſh for Things impoſſible to be, 

No F Think ot former Times, 

Of dear, ſad, flecting, inoffenſive Crimes, 

Crimes chat drew down this Vengeance 
from above 

Unknown to us, all innocent in Love ! 

Sweetly We ran our then appointed Race, 

In Wavs of Pleaſure, and in Paths of Peace, 

1 would not mention---Bur alas, you'll ſay, 

My Abelardd is tar leſs kind than they; ; 

hen hear and tremble at this fix'd Decree, 
"Tis Heaven that ſpeaks in Abelard to thes. 


ng 


6 


Long Waſts, deep Wilds, an unirequents 
ed Space, 
Forbid us c' re to {ee each others Face; 
And did chere not, th' Almighty itands be- 
cv. cen, 
With double Vengeance paints the fright- 
ful Scene, 
An Uncles Blood tho' drunk by thirſty 
Laws, 
Cries out for Vengeance on the guilty C: auſcs 
W ho tho” he merit2d the Lois or Breath, 
Yer 'twas our Crimes conducted him to 
Death; 
He ſell and falling g by a common Hard * 
Declar'd we help d to ſpill his vital Sas. 
And ſee a Lover bourd aac! hleeding hes, 
To ſtain th Soul and wanton cathy Eyes. 
Say Eloiſa can no Thought moleit 
The dull Tranquilliry -irhin thy Breaſt ? 
Say don't the black rc 2:40rance ſtab thy 
Heart, 
And drive my Image from that tender Part, 
Oh ſpeak ! doc noc this Tragedy divine? 
That Eloiſe can H never mine. 
It does, it does, too ſenſibly fear, 
To leave us any Hopes beyond delp: ur. 
And Thou tair Fenitent! Thou mourns 
ing Bride! 
Loſt to thy tel: and all the World beſide, 


* He was Executed at Paris by the common Hange 
man, or S Crucites on Aveiard, Won he caus'd 0 
be dilimember'd ; See Barber, 


Say 
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Say did T once one Agony impart, ' 


> Say could you feel the Motions of my 


Heart ? 
Even in that ſad, that ſolemn Hour of 
Grief, * h 


When Eloiſa wanted molt Relief, 
When the ſoft Muſick mourn'd in Strain 
divine, 
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That both were going to eternal Reſt. 

W hen Floods of Glory burſt upon our Eyes 

And open'd all the Pomp of Sacrifice. 

With unreſiftible Devotion fir'd, 

How was my Soul harmoniouſly inſpir'd ! 

When _ the Throng by ev'ry Soul be- 
lov'd, | 

Thou urg'd thy Way, Thy {elf alone un- 
mov'd, 

What Sighs were heard! what Sorrows did 
not flow, 

To fee ſo young a Sacrifice to Woe : 

W hen Heaven, above, below was in my 
Eye, 

A "Henke times that Hour I wiſh'd to die, 

So abſolutely had my Soul forgot 

Thoſe Vanities we both to dearly bought: 


” Atherrece'v.ng the Veil, 


But 


1 


But oh ! when once we came to ſeparate, 


There lay the Blow, the deadly Blow of 
Fatc, 


With eaſe I bad deluſive Friends adieu, 

Could — with all, with all the World 

| ur you; 

Yet even this thy / belard at laſt, 

Was forc'd to prove to finiſh the Repaſt. 
Conſummate Drought ! O Dregs of bit- 

ter Care ! 
Drain'd to the Bottom, muddy with deſ- 
air, 
So thick that Abelard may well ſuppoſe 


They were the very Grounds of all his 
Woes. 


Yer ſtill he writes, endeavours ſtill to join 
Tale to ſad Tale, nor ſhall it all be thine, 
A little Sorrow Abelard muſt have 
To lay him gently in the ſilent Grave: 
That * Calms, that Pallad of the 
eſt, | | 
Where =_ _ Lab'rer lays him down Lo. 
eit; 
Here is no hurry, Virgins ſeldom fear 
The Loſs of Man or Reputation here, 
No broken Faith, no Vows,no Fears,no - 
Groans, 
Diſturb the awful Quiet of thoſe Bones, 
In Peace they reſt, here wait their final 
- Doom, | ha 
And look forDay-light in a World to come. 
Inchant- 


( 56 ) 
Inchanting State! he ere Solitude can pleaſe 
Even in tua Dv'*,q od all the Worlds at Lee 
W here uctehed Lovers after Troubles 
nicer, 
And dream of nothing in a winding Sheet, 
Tho' hard the Bed is, found they ſlumber. 
there, 
Weary ot Life and jaded out with Care. 
Oh Eleiſa! ſweet 1384 aron's Roſe ! 
Haw fatal have I been to thy Repole, 
Unhappy Abelard thy Hand reſtrain, 
Nor write what may give Eloiſa Pain. 
This, even this, tho? flight tor ought you | 
know, 
May cauſe thoſe Teats, thoſe precious Tears 
to flow. 
The ſott Remembrance may diſturb that 
breaſt, 
Where thou haſt dwelt a long a ſtubborn 
> +" Gs. 
Then why would'ſt thou awake the dur 
| bering Mind, 
To think ot Moments cruelly unkind ? 
Why would'ſt thou tuch ungen'rous Ads 
puriue 
As gri-ving her that ſigh'd ſo long for you. 
"Tis time to reſt, Ah give her that Re poſe, 
And let Oblivion reſt upon her Woes, 


